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other senses also out for tidings, as his sharp eye could not pierce
the veil of darkness. He hearkened, and snuffed at the same
time, like a bloodhound, for a scent came towards him as of sweet-
smelling herbs and trodden grass, and the strange noise appeared
to be approaching. He laid his ear to the ground, and heard a.
trampling as of horses' hoofs, which led him to conclude that the
Infernal Chase was hunting in these parts. A cold shudder passed
over him, and his terror grew extreme. He shook his master
from sleep; and the latter, having roused himself, soon saw that
here another than a spectral host was to be fronted. Whilst his
groom girded up the horses, the Count had his harness buckled
on in all haste.

The dim shadows gradually withdrew, and the advancing
morning tinted the eastern hem of the horizon with purple light.
The Count now discovered, what he had anticipated, a host of
Saracens approaching, all equipped for fight, to snatch some booty
from the Christians. To escape their hands was hopeless, and
the hospitable tree in the wide solitary plain gave no shelter to
conceal horse and man behind it. Unluckily the massy steed
was not a Hippogryph, but a heavy-bodied Frieslander, to which,
by reason of its make, the happy talent of bearing off its master
on the wings of the wind had not been allotted; therefore the
gallant hero gave his soul to the keeping of God and the Holy
Virgin, and resolved on dying like a knight. He bade his serv-
ants follow him, and sell their lives as dear as might be. There-
upon he pricked the Frieslander boldly forward, and dashed right
into the middle of the hostile squadron, who had been expecting
no such sudden onset from a single knight. The Pagans started
in astonishment, and flew asunder like light chaff when scattered
by the wind. But seeing that the enemy was only three men
strong, their courage rose, and there began an unequal battle, in
which valour was surpassed by number. The Count meanwhile
kept plunging yarely through the ranks; the point of his lance
gleamed death and destruction to the Infidel; and when it found
its man, he flew inevitably from his saddle. Their Captain him-
self, who ran at him with grim fury, his manly arm laid low, and
with his victorious spear transfixed him writhing in the dust, as
St. George of England did the Dragon. The mettled Kurt went
on with no less briskness; though availing little for attack, he
was a master in the science of dispatching, and sent all to pot
who did not make resistance; as a modern critic butchers the